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ON THE 


Death and Memory 


Of the Famous Poker 


ALEXANDER PENNY CU 
A dy d the Scottiſh Bard ſo mean, ſo poor, 


So bright alive, tho' at his Death obſcure ? 
Curs' be the Caitiffe, whatſoe'er he be, 

Who ſhew'd no kinder Hoſpitality 

Untq my Friend, who more deſerv'd to duell 


In Palaces, than in a Barber's Cell. 
Ah! rigid Fate, What is the Reaſon why 


Virtue's dep;ef#'d, whilſt Vice triumphs on high, 
Learning receives Deriſions of the Age, | 
And Ignorance Applauſes of the Stage ? 

Moſt ſure's the Roman Proverb ; for I find 

ill Poverty attends a virtuous Mind. 

far'd it with the * Prince of Poets, when 

e wrote his Iliads with a foaring Pen: 


ong's he liv'd, poor Man, he ſcarce had Bread, c 


d” ſeven great Cities claim'd his Birth when dead,. [x 


s may Romana and Edina mourn, 80 
{ ſhed ſalt Tears upon our Druid's Urn- In 
oſe Writings will tranſmit their Memory, 

iſt he Entomh'd cold in the Duſt doth ly, 1 


$ Body was but ſmall, his Soul was great, 
aſant his Tales, his Fancy elevate. 
lghtly his Genius, elegant his Stile, 
rmleſs his Life, and Infant like his. Smile: 


at ral his Flights, and lofty were his Strains, ol 

ich to his Praiſe far greater Honour gains, "al 

an all the Eulogies my Pen can raiſe, Le 
crown his Head with Lawrels and with Bays T! 
bollo, and the Siſters three Times Three, I Ne 
ere ſo enamour'd with his Company, 778 | Hi 
ey left their dear Parnaſſus, came to treat, ii 
4 dwell with him at famous Arthur's Seat. Iv: 
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T 4 a l injormed, I hut ſome Ie or three Years ago, m the 
mmg-:1me, Mr. Pennycuick walking thro* Briſtow pretty early” on 
dabbath-morning, as was his Cuſtom, to take a Wall: ſolitary in the | 
ids, met with iwo Perſont of vis Acqutintante, who had been ferch- | * 
a Walk, Mr. Pennycnick, after wiſhing them a Good Morrow I. 
k Occaſion tempore, and in his uſuat ſini ing Way, to make ſome D 
Fes on their having long Beards, and not ſhaving on the Saturday pre-“ b 
mg. this I was told by one of the very Perſons themſelves, and] * 
the Lines were very pate, but did not remember them. 
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lu's Comerade and Bottle found more Charms, 


, — j | 
Nor was it Poeſy alone he knew, 
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Duteh Tale, c. with ſeveral other Pieces of the like Nature, acm 


s the Silk-worm, ſpiiining her ſlender Threed, 
EThauſts her Vitals, till herſelf be dead ; > £ 
So Sandy did the, Groves and Tombs frequent, | 
In Contemplation there his Strength he ſpent 
In Solitude contriv'd his Divine Ode, 
Writ by himſelf, but dictate” by his Gd, 
He laſh'd the Age with a f ſatirick Pen, 

Rebuk'd their Vice, but did not hate the Meng 


We 


Than gorgeous Raiment, or a Woman's Aims, 
He preacn'd without a Stipend; which if done 
In ev'ry Pariſh, Clergymen would ſoon 

Let fall their ſtiff Debates, and make us fee - 


They'd be ſo wife as take a Pint, and gree. 


His cther Writings to Conviction ſhew 
Him Antiquarian and Hiſtorian too. . 


Witneſs his * Craſtſmens Banner, which will ſure 


Preſerve his Name, whilſt Sun and Moon endure. 
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* See his Streams from Helicon: | . = 
+ See his excellieut Piece, called, The M K 51— 85 


rably well done. 


+ Or, The Hiſtory of the Blew Blanket. 
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But ow he s ta'en his Leave, away he's gne 
L 0 nel Colvin, and Great Deuri on, 

1 the reſt of the inſpired Throng, 

En thagwhat he wrotg.a Greeter Seng. 
Whil Dall who knew him, mourn, lament, and lay, * 


e hi $ not left his Equal i in his Day: 


Phro' ancient Caledonia ſearch each Nock, 
ou will not match me Sand Femgeujel 
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